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DEDICATION 

to 
PROFESSOR  HERBERT  A.  GILES 

May  it  please  your  Excellency 

"  Though  the  white  gem  be  cast  into  the  dirt,  its 
purity  cannot  be  lastingly  sullied.  As  the  fir  and 
cypress  withstand  the  rigours  of  the  winter,  so  resplen- 
dent wisdom  is  safe  in  situations  of  difficulty  and 
danger."  The  purity  of  Your  Excellency's  prose 
will  remain  undimmed  when  this  poor  setting  of  rhyme 
is  crumbled  about  its  facets  and  only  the  lustres  of  the 
gems  remain.  This  is  my  one  excuse — the  excuse  of 
him  who  seeing  the  golden  lily  feet  of  the  beloved  de- 
sires above  all  to  encase  them  in  rhyme  of  his  own 
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DEDICATION 

weaving;  Here  then  is  my  tribute  to  the  golden  lilies 
of  your  words  that  have  been  my  inspiration  without 
fail  and  a  charm  of  beauty  that  would  compel  service 
from  men  of  stone. 

Aided  by  Your  Excellency's  magic  arts  I  have 
searched  the  firmament  of  a  myriad  constellations  and 
the  "  Yellow  Springs"  below.  I  have  seen  many 
strange  and  exalted  lights  and  one  moon — the  moon 
of  Po  Chu-I.  Your  hand  has  poured  out  for  me  the 
rare  and  delicate  wines  from  the  jade  kettle  of  Ssu- 
K'ung  T'u.  You  it  was  who  conjured  up  before  me 
the  ghost  of  old  Li  Hua  wandering  among  the  wailing 
ghosts  of  a  lost  twilight  battlefield.  Silent,  by  your 
side  I  have  watched  Ou-Yang  Hsiu  bowed  at  the 
grave  of  his  friend  Man-ch'ing,  and  caught  from  afar 
the  faint  voices  of  shepherd  and  woodman  floating 
from  the  pine-browed  hill.  A  thousand  times  in 
spring  I  have  seen  the  bloom  of  the  willows  beyond 
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the  Tower  of  the  Kingfisher  and  grieved  for  a  distant 
and  delicate  ideal  at  war  with  the  Tartars  of  the 
West.  Alas  !  even  the  climate  is  on  the  side  of  the 
barbarians.  It  is  a  climate  not  of  flowers  but  of 
vegetables.  At  rare  intervals  a  few  roses  of  literature 
bloom  in  the  cabbage  gardens  of  journalism,  but  in 
the  darkness — and  it  is  always  darkness — all  things 
appear  as  cabbages.  Moreover  without  a  favourable 
sunshine  many  gentle  and  beautiful  fancies  will  not 
open.  A  cave  cannot  cherish  the  mimosa,  nor  a 
fox's  hole  the  lily. 

Yet,  in  the  night  of  the  Great  City  a  certain  dusty 
scholar  of  humility  seeing  the  lanterns  of  Your 
Excellency's  joyous  feast,  hearing  the  divine  invita- 
tion of  lutes,  obeyed  the  summons  to  the  banquet. 
The  Master  of  the  House  had  but  of  late  years  re- 
turned from  a  land  of  song  and  pleasant  intercourse 
and  the  exalted  pleasures  of  friendship,  from  a  past 
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unpoisoned  by  the  monstrous  nostrums  of  the  foreign 
theologians,  void  of  the  clash  of  their  armies  and  the 
quarrels  of  aliens  over  the  soil.  Li  T'ai-Po  was 
there  and  the  five  other  delightful  nameless  ones,  the 
"  Idlers  of  the  Bamboo  Grove,"  casting  off  the  burden 
of  their  unfamiliar  names  to  become  the  lighter  and 
more  nimble  to  aim  and  catch  the  golden  shafts  of 
wit  flying  from  reveller  to  reveller.  There  the  old 
Drunken  Governor  rejoiced  with  his  friends  and  ah  ! 
— chief est  among  the  nine  Old  Gentlemen  of  Hsiang- 
Shan,  my  Lord  of  music  and  colour  and  subtle 
charm,  the  arch-magician  Po  Chii-I.  Alas  !  It  is 
not  fitting  that  I  should  write  more  hereon.  His 
words — your  words — come  between  me  and  my 
thoughts  and  all  is  grey  and  without  form  beside 
them. 

In  parting  Your  Excellency  was  pleased  to  bestow 
many  jewels  of  your  exquisite  setting  with  a  lavish 
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hand.  These  few  that  remained  less  honoured  I  have 
strung  together  roughly,  but  with  the  care  given  to  a 
labour  of  delight,  and  render  you,  not  as  specimens 
of  any  skill  or  with  the  pride  of  craft,  but  shyly  and 
with  much  misgiving ;  for  the  jewels  are  all  yours 
and  the  setting  is  the  only  return  I  can  make  for  a 
night  of  song  among  lanterns  under  the  maple  leaves 
that  lingers  as  the  shadow  of  a  splendid  dream  in  the 
memory. 
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CHINESE   POEMS 


THE  NEVER-ENDING  WRONG 
Po  CHU— I 

Ennui 

TIRED  of  pale  languors  and  the  painted  smile 
His  Majesty  the  son  of  Heaven,  long  time 
A  slave  of  beauty,  ardently  desired 
The  glance  that  brings  an  empire's  overthrow. 

Beauty 

From  the  Yang  family  a  maiden  came 
Glowing  to  womanhood  a  rose  aflame, 
Reared  in  the  inner  sanctuary  apart, 
Lost  to  the  world,  resistless  to  the  heart, 
For  beauty  such  as  hers  was  hard  to  hide: 
And  so  when  summoned  to  the  monarch's  side 
N.-E.W.  17  B 


THE  NEVER-ENDING  WRONG 
Her  flashing  eye  and  merry  laugh  had  power 
To  charm  into  pure  gold  the  leaden  hour ; 
And  through  the  paint  and  powder  of  the  court 
All  gathered  to  the  sunshine  that  she  brought. 
In  spring  by  the  Imperial  command 
The  pool  of  Hua-ch'ing  beheld  her  stand 
Laving  her  body  in  the  crystal  wave 
Whose  dimpled  fount  a  warmth  perennial  gave.- 
Then  whenj  her  girls  attending,  forth  she  came 
A  reed  in  motion  and  a  rose  in  flame, 
An  empire  passed  into  a  maid's  control 
And  with  her  eyes  she  won  a  monarch's  soul. 

Revelry 

Hair  of  cloud  o'er  face  of  flower^ 
Nodding  plumes  where  she  alights, 
In  the  white  Hibiscus  bower 
She  lingers  through  the  soft  spring  nights, 
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Nights  too  short  tho'  wearing  late 
Till  the  mimosa  days  are  born: 
Never  more  affairs  of  state 
Wake  them  in  the  early  morn: 
Wine-stained  moments  on  the  wing, 
Moonlit  hours  go  luting  by, 
She  who  leads  the  flight  of  spring 
Leads  the  midnight  revelry: 
Flawless  beauties,  thousands  three? 
Deck  the  Imperial  harem, 
Yet  the  monarch's  eyes  may  see 
Only  one,  and  one  supreme 
Goddess  in  a  golden  hall, 
Fairest  maids  around  her  gleam, 
Wine  fumes  of  the  festival 
Daily  waft  her  into  dream: 
Smiles  she  and  her  sires  are  lords, 
Noble  rank  her  brothers  win, 
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Ah,  the  ominous  awards 
Showered  upon  her  kith  and  kin  ! 
For  throughout  the  land  there  runs 
Thought  of  peril,  thought  of  fire, 
Men  rejoice  not  in  their  sons, 
Daughters  are  their  sole  desire. 
In  the  gorgeous  palaces 
Piercing  the  grey  skies  above 
Music  on  the  languid  breeze 
Draws  the  dreaming  world  to  love. 
Song  and  dance  and  hands  that  sway 
The  passion  of  a  thousand  lyres 
Ever  through  the  live  long  day, 
And  the  monarch  never  tires: 
Sudden  comes  the  answer  curt, 
Loud  the  fish-skin  war-drums  roar. 
Cease  the  plaintive  "  Rainbow  skirt," 
Death  is  drumming  at  the  door. 
20 
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Flight 

Clouds  upon  clouds  of  dust  enveloping 
The  lofty  gates  of  the  proud  capital. 
On,  on  to  the  south-west  a  living  wall, 
Ten  thousand  battle  chariots  on  the  wing. 

Feathers  and  jewels  flashing  through  the  crowd 
Onwards  and  then  a  halt.     The  legions  wait 
A  hundred  li  beyond  the  western  gate, 
The  great  walls  loom  behind  them  wrapt  in  cloud. 

No  further  stirs  the  sullen  soldiery, 
Naught  but  the  last  dread  office  can  avail 
Till  she  of  the  dark  moth -eyebrows,  lily  pale, 
Shines  through  the  avenues  of  spears  to  die. 

Upon  the  ground  lie  ornaments  of  gold, 
One  with  the  dust  and  none  to  gather  them, 
Hair  pins  of  jade  and  many  a  costly  gem^ 
Kingfishers'  wings  and  golden  birds  scarce  cold. 
21 
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The  King  has  sought  the  darkness  of  his  hands  $ 
Veiling  the  eyes  that  looked  for  help  in  vain, 
And  as  he  turns  to  gaze  upon  the  slain, 
His  tears,  her  blood  are  mingled  on  the  sands: 

Exile 
Across  great  plains  of  yellow  sand, 

Where  the  whistling  winds  are  blown 
Over  the  cloud-topped  mountain  peaks, 

They  wend  their  way  alone. 

Few  are  the  pilgrims  that  attain 

Mount  Omi's  heights  afar; 
And  the  bright  gleam  of  their  standard  grows 

Faint  as  the  last  pale  star. 

Dark  the  Ssuch'uan  waters  loom, 

Dark  the  Ssuch'uan  hills, 
And  day  and  night  the  Monarch's  life 

An  endless  sorrow  fills. 


THE  NEVER-ENDING  WRONG 
The  brightness  of  the  foreign  moon 

Saddens  his  lonely  heart; 
And  the  sound  of  the  bell  in  the  evening  rain 
Doth  rend  his  soul  apart. 

Return 

The  days  go  by  and  once  again 
Among  the  shadows  of  his  pain 
He  lingers  at  the  well  known  place 
That  holds  the  memory  of  her  face. 

But  from  the  clouds  of  earth  that  lie 
Beneath  the  foot  of  tall  Ma-wei 
No  signs  of  her  dim  form  appear, 
Only  the  place  of  death  is  here. 

Statesman's  and  monarch's  eyes  have  met 
And  royal  robes  with  tears  are  wet ; 
23 
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Then  eastward  flies  the  frantic  steed 
As  on  to  the  Red  Wall  they  speed: 

Home 

There  is  the  pool,  the  flowers  as  of  old, 
There  the  hibiscus  at  the  gates  of  gold, 
And  there  the  willows  round  the  palace  rise. 
In  the  hibiscus  flower  he  sees  her  face, 
Her  eyebrows  in  the  willow  he  can  trace, 
And  silken  pansies  thrill  him  with  her  eyes. 

How  in  this  presence  should  his  tears  not  come, 
In  spring  amid  the  bloom  of  peach  and  plum, 
In  autumn  rains  when  the  wu'tung  leaves  must 

fall? 

South  of  the  western  palace  many  trees 
Shower  their  dead  leaves  upon  the  terraces 
And  not  a  hand  to  stir  their  crimson  pall. 
24 
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Ye  minstrels  of  the  garden  of  the  Pear, 
Grief  with  the  touch  of  age  has  blanched  your  hair. 
Ye  guardians  of  the  Pepper  Chamber  now 
No  longer  young  to  him  the  firefly  flits 
Through  the  black  hall  where  lost  to  love  he  sits 
Folding  the  veil  of  sorrows  round  his  brow, 

Alone,  and  one  by  one  the  lanterns  die, 
Sleep  with  the  lily  hands  has  passed  him  by, 
Slowly  the  watches  of  the  night  are  gone, 
For  now,  alas,  the  nights  are  all  too  long, 
And  shine  the  stars  a  silver  mocking  throng 
As  though  the  dawn  were  dead  or  slumbered  on. 

Cold  settles  on  the  painted  duck  and  drake, 
The  frost  a  ghostly  tapestry  doth  make, 
Chill  the  kingfisher's  quilt  with  none  to  share, 
Parted  by  life  and  death,  the  ebb  and  flow 
25 
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Of  night  and  day  over  his  spirit  go, 
He  hunts  her  face  in  dreams  and  finds  despair: 

Spirit-Land 

A  priest  of  Tao  of  the  Hung-tu  school 
Was  able  by  his  magic  to  compel 
The  spirits  of  the  dead.    So  to  relieve 
The  sorrows  of  his  king  the  Taoist 
Receives  an  urgent  summons.     Borne  aloft 
Upon  the  clouds,  on  ether  charioted 
He  flies  with  speed  of  lightning.     High  to  heaven. 
Low  down  to  earth;  he  seeking  everywhere 
Floats  on  the  far  empyrean,  and  below 
The  Yellow  Springs  ;  but  nowhere  in  great  space 
Can  he  find  aught  of  her.     At  length  he  hears 
An  old  world  tale  : — an  Island  of  the  Blest — 
So  runs  the  legend — in  mid  ocean  lies 
In  realms  of  blue  vacuity,  too  faint 
26 
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To  be  descried  ;    there  gaily  coloured  towers 
Rise  up  like  rainbow  clouds  and  many  gentle 
And  beautiful  Immortals  pass  their  days 
In  peace.    Among  them  there  is  one  whose  name 
Sounds  upon  lips  as  Eternal.     By  the  bloom 
Of  her  white  skin  and  flower-like  face  he  knows 
That  this  is  she.     Knocking  at  the  jade  door 
At  the  western  gate  of  the  golden  house  he  bids 
A  fair  maid  breathe  his  name  to  one  more  fair 
Than  all.     She  hearing  of  this  embassy 
Sent  by  the  Son  of  Heaven  starts  from  her  dreams 
Among  the  tapestry  curtains.     Gathering 
Her  robes  around  her,  letting  the  pillow  fall, 
She,  risen  in  haste,  begins  to  deck  herself 
With  pearls  and  gems.     Her  cloud-like  hair  dis- 
hevelled 

Betrays  the  nearness  of  her  sleep.     And  with  the 
droop 
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Of  her  flowery  plumes  in  disarray  she  floats 
Light  through  the  hall.    The  sleeves  of  her  divine 
Raiment  the  breezes  fill.     As  once  again 
To  the  Rainbow  Skirt  and  Feather  Jacket  air 
She  seems  to  dance,  her  face  is  fixed  and  calm 
Through  a  myriad  tear-drops  on  a  nectarine  spray 
Fall  and  recall  the  rains  of  spring.     Subdued 
Her  wild  emotions  and  restrained  her  grief, 
She  tenders  thanks  unto  his  Majesty, 
Saying  how  since  they  parted  she  has  missed 
His  form  and  voice  ;    how  though  their  love  had 

reached 

Too  soon  its  earthly  limit  yet  among 
The  Blest  a  multitude  of  mellow  noons 
Remain  ungathered.    Turning  now,  she  leans 
Toward  the  land  of  the  living  and  in  vain 
Would  find  the  Imperial  city  lost  in  the  dust 
And  haze.   Then  raising  from  their  lacquered  gloom 
28 
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Old  keepsakes,  tokens  of  undying  love, 
A  golden  hair  pin,  an  enamel  brooch, 
She  bids  him  bear  them  to  her  Lord.     One  half 
The  hair  pin  still  she  keeps,  one  half  the  brooch 
Breaking  with  her  dim  hands  the  yellow  gold, 
Sundering  the  enamel.     "  Tell  my  Lord," 
She  murmured,  "to  be  firm  of  heart  as  this 
"  Gold  and  enamel ;   then  in  heaven  or  earth 
"  Below  we  twain  may  meet  once  more."     At  part- 
ing 

She  gave  a  thousand  messages  of  love, 
Among  the  rest  recalled  a  mutual  pledge. 
How  on  the  seventh  day  of  the  seventh  moon 
Within  the  Hall  of  Immortality 
At  midnight,  whispering  when  none  were  near 
Low  in  her  ear,  he  breathed,  "  I  swear  that  we 
"  Like  to  the  one- winged  birds  will  ever  fly 
"  Or  grow  united  as  the  tree  whose  boughs 
29 
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"  Are  interwoven.     Heaven  and  earth  shall  fall 
"  Long-lasting  as  they  are.     But  this  great  wrong 
"  Shall  stretch  from  end  to  end  the  universe 
"  And  shine  beyond  the  ruin  of  the  stars." 


RETURN  OF  SPRING 

SOU-K'UNG  T'U 

A  LOVELY  maiden  roaming 

The  wild  dark  valley  through 

Culls  from  the  shining  waters 

Lilies  and  lotus  blue. 

With  leaves  the  peach-trees  are  laden, 

The  wind  sighs  through  the  haze, 

And  the  willows  wave  their  shadows 

Down  the  oriole-haunted  ways. 

As  passion-tranced  I  follow, 

Ifhear  the  old  refrain 

Of  spring's  eternal  story, 

That  was  old  and  is  young  again. 


31 


THE  COLOUR  OF  LIFE 

WOULD  that  we  might  for  ever  stay 

The  rainbow  glories  of  the  world, 

The  blue  of  the  unfathomed  sea, 

The  rare  azalea  late  unfurled, 

The  parrot  of  a  greener  spring, 

The  willows  and  the  terrace  line, 

The  stranger  from  the  night-steeped  hills, 

The  roselit  brimming  cup  of  wine  ; 

Oh,  for  a  life  that  stretched  afar, 

Where  no  dead  dust  of  books  were  rife, 

Where  spring  sang  clear  from  star  to  star  ; 

Alas  !  what  hope  for  such  a  life  ? 
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SET  FREE 

I  REVEL  in  flowers  without  let, 
An  atom  at  random  in  space ; 
My  soul  dwells  in  regions  ethereal, 
And  the  world  is  my  dreaming  place. 

As  the  tops  of  the  ocean  I  tower, 

As  the  winds  of  the  air  spreading  wide, 

I  am  'stablished  in  might  and  dominion  and  power 

With  the  universe  ranged  at  my  side. 

Before  me  the  sun,  moon  and  stars, 
Behind  me  the  phoenix  doth  clang ; 
In  the  morning  I  lash  my  leviathans, 
And  I  bathe  my  feet  in  Fusang, 

N.— E.W.  33  C 


FASCINATION 

FAIR  is  the  pine  grove  and  the  mountain  stream, 

That  gathers  to  the  valley  far  below, 

The  black  winged  junks  on  the  dim  sea  reach 

adream, 

The  pale  blue  firmament  o'er  banks  of  snow. 
And  her,  more  fair,  more  supple  smooth  than  jade, 
Gleaming  among  the  dark  red  woods  I  follow  : 
Now  lingering,  now  as  a  bird  afraid 
Of  pirate  wings  she  seeks  the  haven  hollow. 
Vague,  and  beyond  the  daylight  of  recall 
Into  the  cloudland  past  my  spirit  flies, 
As  though  before  the  gold  of  autumn's  fall, 
Before  the  glow  of  the  moon-flooded  skies. 
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TRANQUIL  REPOSE 

IT  dwells  in  the  quiet  silence, 
Unseen  upon  hill  and  plain, 
Tis  lapped  by  the  tideless  harmonies, 
It  soars  with  the  lonely  crane. 

As  the  springtime  breeze  whose  flutter 
The  silken  skirts  hath  blown, 
As  the  wind-drawn  note  of  the  bamboo  flute 
Whose  charm  we  would  make  our  own, 

Chance-met  it  seems  to  surrender, 
Sought  and  it  lures  us  on, 
Ever   shifting  in  form  and  fantasy, 
It  eludes  us  and  is  gone. 
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THE  POET'S  VISION 

WINE  that  recalls  the  glow  of  spring, 

Upon  the  thatch  a  sudden  shower, 

A  gentle  scholar  in  the  bower, 

Where  tall  bamboos  their  shadows  fling, 

White  clouds  in  heavens  newly  clear, 

And  wandering  wings  through  depths  of  trees, 

Then  pillowed  in  green  shade,  he  sees 

A  torrent  foaming  to  the  mere  ; 

Around  his  dreams  the  dead  leaves  fall  : 

Calm  as  the  starred  chrysanthemum 

He  notes  the  season  glories  come 

And  reads  the  books  that  never  pall. 


DESPONDENT 

A  GALE  goes  ruffling  down  the  stream, 
The  giants  of  the  forest  crack, 
My  thoughts  are  bitter — black  as  death — 
For  she,  my  summer,  comes  not  back. 

A  hundred  years  like  water  glide, 
Riches  and  rank  are  ashen  cold, 
Daily  the  dream  of  peace  recedes, 
By  whom  shall  sorrow  be  consoled  ? 

The  soldier  dauntless  draws  his  sword 
And  there  are  tears  and  endless  pain  ; 
The  winds  arise,  leaves  flutter  down, 
And  through  the  old  thatch  drips  the  rain. 
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CHANG'S  SONG  OF  THE  CRANES 

Su  TUNG  P'o 

AWAY  !  my  birds,  fly  to  the  west  away, 
Circling  aloft  to  view  the  shrinking  world, 
Together  sweeping  earthward,  pinions  furled, 
Soaring  again  amid  the  cloudland  grey, 
Wandering  through  the  long  day  far  from  ken 
To  gather  duckweed  over  mere  and  fen. 

Come  back  !  come  back  !  my  birds,  your  serge-clad 

lord 

Wakes  in  the  twilight  rains  the  lyre's  long  rest, 
'Tis  he  that  feeds  you  from  his  little  hoard  ; 
Come  back  !  come  back  !  nor  linger  in  the  west. 
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UNDER  THE  MOON 

Li  TAX  P6 

UNDER  the  crescent  moon's  faint  glow 
The  washerman's  bat  resounds  afar 
And  the  autumn  breeze  sighs  tenderly, 
But  my  heart  has  gone  to  the  Tartar 
To  bleak  Kansuh  and  the  steppes  of  snow, 
Calling  my  husband  back  to  me. 
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TEARS  IN  THE  SPRING 

WANG  CH'ANG  LING 

CLAD  in  bright  silk  and  blue  embroidery 
At  the  first  call  of  spring  the  fair  young  bride, 
On  whom  as  yet  sorrow  hath  laid  no  scar, 
Climbs  the  Kingfisher's  Tower.     Suddenly 
She  sees  the  bloom  of  the  willows  far  and  wide 
And  grieves  for  him  she  lent  to  fame  and  war. 
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THE  LUTE  GIRL 

Po  CHU— I 

BY  night,  beside  the  river,  underneath 
The  flower-like  maple  leaves  that  bloom  alone 
In  autumn's  silent  revels  of  decay 
We  said  farewell.     The  host  dismounting  sped 
The  parting  guest  whose  boat  rocked  under  him, 
And  when  the  circling  stirrup-cup  went  round 
No  light  guitar,  no  lute  was  heard  again  ; 
But  on  the  heart  aglow  with  wine  there  fell 
Beneath  the  cold  bright  moon  the  cold  adieu 
Of  fading  friends — when  suddenly  beyond 
The  cradled  waters  stole  the  lullaby 
Of  some  faint  lute  :    then  host  forgot  to  go, 
Guest  lingered  on  :    all,  wondering  at  the  spell, 


THE    LUTE    GIRL 

Besought  the  dim  enchantress  to  reveal 
Her  presence ;    but  the  music  died  and  gave 
No  answer  dying.     Then  a  boat  shot  forth 
To  bring  the  shy  musician  to  the  shore. 
Cups  were  refilled  and  lanterns  trimmed  again, 
And  lo  the  festival  went  on.     At  last, 
Slow  yielding  to  their  prayers,  the  stranger  came 
Hiding  her  burning  face  behind  her  lute ; 
And  twice  her  hand  essayed  the  strings  and  twice 
She  faltered  in  her  task  ;   then  tenderly, 
As  for  an  old  sad  tale  of  hopeless  years, 
With  drooping  head  and  fingers  deft  she  poured 
Her  soul  forth  into  melodies.     Now  slow 
The  plectrum  led  to  prayer  the  cloistered  chords, 
Now  loudly  with  the  crash  of  falling  rain, 
Now  soft  as  the  leaf  whispering  of  words, 
Now  loud  and  soft  together  as  the  long 
Patter  of  pearls  and  seed-pearls  on  a  dish 
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Of  marble.     Liquid  now  as  from  the  bush 

Warbles  the  mango  bird  ;    meandering 

Now  as  the  streamlet  seawards.     Voiceless  now 

As  the  wild  torrent  in  the  strangling  arms 

Of  her  ice  lover  lying  motionless 

Lulled  in  a  passion  far  too  deep  for  sound. 

Then  as  the  water  from  the  broken  vase 

Gushes,  or  on  the  mailed  horseman  falls 

The  anvil  din  of  steel,  as  on  the  silk 

The  slash  of  rending,  so  upon  the  strings 

Her  plectrum  fell. 

Then  silence  over  us. 
No  sound  broke  the  charmed  air.     The  autumn 

moon 

Swam  silver  o'er  the  tide,  as  with  a  sigh 
The  stranger  stirred  to  go.     "  I  passed,"  said  she 
"  My  childhood  in  the  capital,  my  home 
Was  near  the  hills.     A  girl  of  twelve  I  learnt 
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The  magic  of  the  lute,  the  passionate 
Blending  of  lute  and  voice  that  drew  the  souls 
Of  the  great  masters  to  acknowledgment. 
And  lovely  women  envious  of  my  face 
Bowed  at  the  shrine  in  secret.    The  young  lords 
Vied  for  a  look's  approval.     One  brief  song 
Brought  many  costly  bales.     Gold  ornaments 
And  silver  pins  were  smashed  and  trodden  down 
And  blood-red  silken  skirts  were  stained  with  wine 
In  oft  times  echoing  applause.    And  so 
I  laughed  my  life  away  from  year  to  year 
While  the  spring  breezes  and  the  autumn  moon 
Caressed  my  careless  head.     Then  on  a  day 
My  brother  sought  the  battles  in  Kansuh  : 
My  mother  died  :  nights  passed  and  mornings  came 
And  with  them  waned  my  beauty.    Now  no  more 
My  doors  were  thronged  :    few  were  the  cavaliers 
That  lingered  by  my  side  :    so  I  became 
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A  trader's  wife,  the  chattel  of  a  slave 

Whose  lord  was  gold,  who  parting  little  recked 

Of  separation  and  the  unhonoured  bride. 

Since  the  tenth  moon  was  full  my  husband  went 

To  where  the  tea-fields  ripen.     I  remained 

To  wander  in  my  little  lonely  boat 

Over  the  cold  bright  wave  o'  nights  and  dream 

Of  the  dead  days,  the  haze  of  happy  days 

And  see  them  again  set  in  dreams  and  tears." 
*  *  *  * 

Already  the  sweet  sorrows  of  her  lute 
Had  moved  my  soul  to  pity ;    now  these  words 
Pierced  me  the  heart.     "  O  Lady  fair,"  I  cried, 
"  We  seem  companions  in  distress  and  need 
No  ceremony  to  be  friends.     Last  year 
I  left  the  Imperial  City,  banished  far 
To  this  plague-stricken  spot  where  desolation 
Broods  on  from  year  to  heavy  year,  nor  lute 
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Nor  love's  guitar  is  heard.     By  marshy  bank 

Girt  with  tall  reeds  and  dwarf  bamboos 

I  dwell.     Night  long  and  day  no  stir,  no  sound, 

Only  the  lurking  cuckoo's  blood-stained  note, 

The  gibbon's  mournful  wail.     Hill  songs  I  have 

And  village  pipes  with  their  discordant  twang. 

But  now  I  listen  to  thy  lute  methinks 

The  gods  were  parents  to  thy  music.    Sit 

And  sing  to  us  again,  while  I  engrave 

Thy  story  on  my  tablets."     Gratefully 

(For  long  she  had  been  standing)  the  lute-girl 

Sat  down  and  passed  into  another  song, 

Sad  and  so  soft,  a  dream,  unlike  the  song 

Of  now  ago.     Then  all  her  hearers  wept 

In  sorrow  unrestrained  :  and  I  the  more, 

Weeping  until  the  pale  chrysanthemums 

Upon  my  darkened  robe  were  starred  with  dew. 


46 


A  WORLD  APART 

THE  lady  moon  is  my  lover, 

My  friends  are  the  oceans  four, 
The  heavens  have  roofed  me  over 

And  the  dawn  is  my  golden  door. 
I  would  liefer  follow  the  condor 

Or  the  seagull  soaring  from  ken, 
Than  bury  my  godhead  yonder 

In  the  dust  of  the  whirl  of  men. 
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THE  LAND  OF  EXILE 

CH'U— P'ING 

METHINKS  there's  a  Genius 
Roams  in  the  mountains 
Girdled  with  ivy  and 
Robed  in  wisteria, 
Lips  ever  smiling, 
Of  noble  demeanour, 
Driving  the  yellow  pard, 
Tiger-attended, 
Couched  in  a  chariot  with 
Banners  of  cassia, 
Cloaked  with  the  orchid  and 

Crowned  with  azaleas : 
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Culling  the  perfume  of 
Sweet  flowers,  he  leaves  in 
The  heart  a  dream- blossom 
Memory  haunting. 

But  dark  is  the  forest  where 

Now  is  my  dwelling, 

Never  the  light  of  day 

Reaches  its  shadow. 

Thither  a  perilous 

Pathway  meanders. 

Lonely  I  stand  on  the 

Lonelier  hill-top, 
Cloudland  beneath  me  and 
Cloudland  around  me. 
Softly  the  wind  bloweth, 
Softly  the  rain  falls, 
Joy  like  a  mist  blots  the 
Thoughts  of  my  home  out ; 
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THE   LAND    OF   EXILE 

There  none  would  honour  me 

Fallen  from  honours. 
I  gather  the  larkspur 
Over  the  hill  side 
Blown  mid  the  chaos  of 
Boulder  and  bellbine : 
Hating  the  tyrant  who 
Made  me  an  outcast, 
Who  of  his  leisure  now 
Spares  me  no  moment : 
Drinking  the  mountain  spring, 
Shading  at  noon-day 
Under  the  cypress  my 
Limbs  from  the  sun  glare, 
What  though  he  summon  me 
Back  to  his  palace 
I  cannot  fall  to  the 
Level  of  princes. 


THE   LAND   OF   EXILE 
Now  rolls  the  thunder  deep 
Down  the  cloud  valley, 
And  the  gibbons  around  me 
Howl  in  the  long  night; 
The  gale  through  the  moaning  trees 
Fitfully  rushes. 
Lonely  and  sleepless  I 
Think  of  my  thankless 
Master  and  vainly  would 
Cradle  my  sorrow; 


AN  OLD  BATTLE-FIELD 

Li   HUA 

VAST,  vast — an  endless  wilderness  of  sand; 

A  stream  crawls  through  its  tawny  banks  ;  the 

hills 

Encompass  it;    where  in  the  dismal  dusk 
Moan  the  last  sighs  of  sunset.     Shrubs  are  gone, 
Withered  the  grass  :    all  chill  as  the  white  rime 
Of  early  morn.    The  birds  go  soaring  past, 
The  beasts  avoid  it :   for  the  legend  runs- 
Told  by  the  crook'd  custodian  of  the  place— 
Of  some  old  battle-field,  "  Here  many  a  time," 
He  quavered,  "  armies  have  been  overwhelmed, 
And  the  faint  voices  of  the  unresting  dead, 
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Often  upon  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
Go  wailing  by." 

Oh,  sorrow  !     Oh  ye  Ch'ins 
Ye  Hans,  ye  dynasties  for  ever  flown, 
Ye  empires  of  the  dust !  for  I  have  heard 
How,  when  the  Ch'is  and  Weis  embattled  rose 
Along  the  frontier  ;  when  the  Chings  and  Hans 
Gathered  their  multitudes,  a  myriad  leagues 
Of  utter  weariness  they  trod.     By  day 
Grazing  their  jaded  steeds,  by  night  they  ford 
The  hostile  stream.    The  endless  earth  below, 
The  boundless  sky  above,  they  know  no  day 
Of  jtheir  return.     Their  breasts  are  ever  bared 
To  the  pitiless  steel  and  all  the  wounds  of  war 
Unspeakable. 

Methinks  I  see  them  now 
Dust-mantled  in  the  bitter  wind,  a  host 
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Of  Tartar  warriors  in  ambuscade. 
Our  leader  scorns  the  foe.     He  would  give  battle 
Upon  the  threshold  of  the  camp.    The  stream 
Besets  a  grim  array  where  order  reigns, 
Though  many  hearts  may  beat,  where  discipline 
Is  all,  and  life  of  no  account. 

The  spear 

Now  works  its  iron  will,  the  startled  sand 
Blinding  the  combatants  together  locked 
In  the  death-grip  ;   while  hill  and  vale  and  stream 
Glow  with  the  flash  and  crash  of  arms.     Then  cold 
The  shades  of  night  o'erwhelm  them  ;   to  the  knee 
In  snow,  beards  stiff  with  ice.     The  carrion  bird 
Hath  sought  its  nest.    The  war-horse  in  its  strength 
Is  broken.    Clothes  avail  not.     Hands  are  dead, 
Flesh  to  the  frost  succumbs.     Nature  herself 
Doth  aid  the  Tartar  with  a  deadly  blast 
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Following  the  wild  onslaught.     Wagons  block 
The  way.    Our  men  beset  with  flank  attacks 
Surrender  with  their  officers.     Their  chief 
Is  slain  :  the  river  to  its  topmost  banks 
Swollen  with  death  :   the  dykes  of  the  Great  Wall 
Brimming  with  blood.     Nation  and  rank  are  lost 
In  that  vast-heaped  corruption. 

Faintly  now, 

And  fainter  beats  the  drum  ;  for  strength  is  shorn, 
And  arrows  spent,  and  bow-strings  snapped,  and 

swords 

Shattered.     The  legions  fall  on  one  another 
In  the  last  surge  of  life  and  death.    To  yield 
Is  to  become  a  slave  :  to  fight  is  but 
To  mingle  with  the  desert  sands. 

No  sound 

Of  bird  now  flutters  from  the  hushed  hillside  ; 
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All,  all  is  still  save  for  the  wind  that  wails 
And  whistles  through  the  long  night  where  the 

ghosts 

Hither  and  thither  in  the  gloom  go  by, 
And  spirits  from  the  nether  world  arise 
Under  the  ominous  clouds.     The  sunlight  pales 
Athwart  the  trampled  grass  :  the  fading  moon 
Still  twinkles  on  the  frost-flakes  scattered  round. 


AT  THE  GRAVESIDE 

OU-YANG  Hsiu 

YEARS  since  we  last  foregathered.  O  Man-ch'ing  ! 
Methinks  I  see  thee  now, 
Lord  of  the  noble  brow, 
And  courage  from  thy  glances  challenging. 
Ah  !  when  thy  tired  limbs  were  fain  to  keep 
The  purple  cerements  of  sleep. 
Thy  dim  beloved  form 
Passed  from  the  sunshine  warm, 
From  the  corrupting  earth,  that  sought  to  hold 
Its  beauty,  to  the  essence  of  pure  gold. 
Or  haply  art  thou  some  far-towering  pine, 
Some  rare  and  wondrous  flower  ! 
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What  boots  it  this  sad  hour  ! 
Here  in  thy  loneliness  the  eglantine 
Weaves  her  sweet  tapestries  above  thy  head, 
While  blow  across  thy  bed, 
Moist  with  the  dew  of  heaven,  the  breezes  chill — 
Fire-fly,  will  o'  the  wisp  and  wandering  star 
Glow  in  thy  gloom  and  naught  is  heard  but  the  far 
Chanting  of  woodman  and  shepherd  from  the  hill, 
Naught  but  the  startled  bird  is  seen 
Soaring  away  in  the  moonland  sheen, 
Or  the  hulk  of  the  scampering  beast  that  fears 
Their  plaintive  lays  as  to  and  fro 
The  pallid  singers  go. 

Such  is  thy  loneliness.     A  thousand  years, 
Haply  ten  thousand  hence  the  fox  shall  make 
His  fastness  in  thy  tomb,  the  weasel  take 
Her  young  to  thy  dim  sanctuary.     Such  is  the  lot 
For  ever  of  the  great  and  wise 
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Whose  tombs  around  us  rise; 

Man  honours  where  the  grave  remembers  not. 

Ah  !  that  a  song  could  bring 

Peace  to  thy  dust,  Man-ch'ing! 
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THE  GUILD  OF  GOOD-FELLOWSHIP 

THE  universe  is  but  the  tenement 
Of  all  things  visible.     Darkness  and  day 
The  passing  guests  of  Time.     Life  slips  away 
A  dream  of  little  joy  and  mean  content. 

Ah,  wise  the  old  philosophers  who  sought 
To  lengthen  their  long  sunsets  among  flowers, 
By  stealing  the  young  night's  unsullied  hours 
And  the  dim  moments  with  sweet  burdens  fraught. 

And  now  Spring  beckons  me  with  verdant  hand 
And  nature's  wealth  of  eloquence  doth  win 
Forth  to  the  fragrant-bowered  nectarine, 
Where  my  dear  friends  abide  a  careless  band. 
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There  meet  my  gentle  matchless  brothers,  there 

I  come,  the  obscure  poet  all  unfit 

To  wear  the  radiant  jewellery  of  wit 

And  in  their  golden  presence  cloud  the  air. 

And  while  the  thrill  of  meeting  lingers,  soon 
As  the  first  courtly  words,  the  feast  is  spread, 
While  couched  on  flowers  mid  wine  cups  flashing 

red 
We  drink  deep  draughts  unto  The  Lady  Moon. 

Then  as  without  the  touch  of  verse  divine 
There  is  no  outlet  for  the  pent-up  soul, 
Twas  ruled  that  he  who  quaffed  no  fancy's  bowl 
Should  drain  the  "  Golden  Valley  "  r  cups  of  wine. 

1  i.e.  drink  three  cups  of  wine,  the  "  Golden  Valley " 
being  the  name  of  a  garden,  the  owner  of  which  enforced 
this  penalty  among  his  boon  companions. 

Gems  of  Chinese  Literature,  p.  113. 
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THE  AUTUMN 

OU-YANG   HSIN   OF   Lu-LING 

ONE  night  when  dreaming  over  ancient  books 
There  came  to  me  a  sudden  far  off  sound 
From  the  south-west.     I  listened  wondering 
As  on  it  crept :  at  first  a  gentle  sigh 
Like  as  a  spirit  passing ;  then  it  swelled 
Into  the  roaring  of  great  waves  that  smite 
The  broken  vanguard  of  the  cliff:  the  rage 
Of  storm-black  tigers  in  the  startled  night 
Among  the  jackals  of  the  wind  and  rain. 
It  burst  upon  the  hanging  bell  and  set 
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The  silver  pendants  chattering.     It  seemed 
A  muffled  march  of  soldiers  hurriedly 
Sped  to  the  night  attack  with  muffled  mouths 
When  no  command  is  heard,  only  the  tramp 
Of  men  and  horses  onward.     "  Boy,"  said  I, 
"  What  sound  is  that  ?    Go  forth  and  see."     The 

boy 

Returning  answered,  "  Lord  !  the  moon  and  all 
Her  stars  shine  fair  :    the  silver  River  spans 
The  sky.     No  sound  of  man  is  heard  without 
"  'Tis  but  a  whisper  of  the  trees."     "  Alas  !  " 
I  cried,  "  then  autumn  is  upon  us  now. 
'Tis  thus,  O  boy,  that  autumn  comes,  the  cold 
Pitiless  autumn  of  the  wrack  and  mist, 
Autumn,  the  season  of  the  cloudless  skies, 
Autumn,  of  biting  blasts,  the  time  of  blight 
And  desolation  :  following  the  chill 
Stir  of  disaster  with  a  shout  it  leaps 
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Upon  us.     All  the  gorgeous  pageantry 
Of  green  is  changed.     All  the  proud  foliage 
Of  the  crested  forests  is  shorn  and  shrivels  down 
Beneath  the  blade  of  ice.     For  this  is  autumn, 
Nature's  chief  executioner.     It  takes 
The  darkness  for  a  symbol.     It  assumes 
The  temper  of  proven  steel.     Its  symbol  is 
A  sharpened  sword.     The  avenging  fiend,  it  rides 
Upon  an  atmosphere  of  death.     As  spring, 
Mother  of  many  coloured  birth  doth  rear 
The  young  light-hearted  world,  so  autumn  drains 
The  nectar  of  the  world's  maturity. 
And  sad  the  hour  when  all  ripe  things  must  pass, 
For  sweetness  and  decay  are  of  one  stem 
And  sweetness  ever  riots  to  decay. 
Still  what  availeth  it  ?     The  trees  will  fall 
In  their  due  season.     Sorrow  cannot  keep 
The  plants  from  fading.     Stay  !  there  yet  is  man, 
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THE   AUTUMN 

Man  the  divinest  of  all  things,  whose  heart 
Hath  known  the  shipwreck  of  a  thousand  hopes, 
Who  bears  a  hundred  wrinkled  tragedies 
Upon  the  parchment  of  his  brow  :  whose  soul 
Strange  cares  have  lined  and  interlined  until 
Beneath  the  burden  of  life  his  inmost  self 
Bows  down.    And  swifter  still  he  seeks  decay 
When  groping  for  the  unattainable 
Or  grieving  over  continents  unknown. 
Then  come  the  snows  of  time.     Are  they  not  due  ? 
Is  man  of  adamant  he  should  outlast 
The  giants  of  the  grove  ?    Yet  after  all 
Who  is  it  saps  his  strength  save  man  alone  ? 
Tell  me,  O  boy,  by  what  imagined  right 
Man  doth  accuse  his  autumn  blast  ?  "     My  boy 
Slumbered  and  answered  not.     The  cricket  gave 
The  only  answer  to  my  song  of  death. 
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EPILOGUE 

WHEN  the  guest  hath  departed, 

By  the  lantern  led, 
The  aroma  of  tea  on  the  night 

All  softly  is  shed. 

When  the  dreamer  ariseth, 
From  the  book  past  away, 

Over  the  mind's  dark  world 
Steals  golden  the  day. 
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ENGLISH   POEMS 


A  STUDENT'S  NIGHT 
A  PORTUGUESE  IDYLL 

THE  little  laundress  by  the  window  stays, 
Dreaming  of  young  Teixeira  and  his  gaze, 
And  on  the  panel  of  an  hour  she  draws 
The  little  picture  that  has  been  the  cause 
Of  many  shy  misgivings  that  apace 
Shadow  the  pale  Madonna  of  her  face  : 
The  sandbank  in  the  river  where  she  stood 
Crimson  and  palpitating  by  the  flood 
That  asked,  unpitying  in  its  careless  flow, 
More  of  her  beauty  than  she  dare  bestow, 
And  one  who  waited  by  the  water's  brim 
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A   STUDENT'S  NIGHT 

The  first  sweet  revelation  made  for  him  ; 
Yet  in  the  troubled  mirror  of  her  fear 
She  sees  the  golden  stars  of  hope  appear, 
And  dreams  like  opal  bridges  seem  to  span 
The  unknown  continent  of  love  and  man. 
In  the  dim  background  of  her  thoughts  arise 
The  ruined  walls  of  that  lost  Paradise 
Where  hapless  Ignez  and  her  royal  knight 
Shared  the  sweet  peril  of  their  brief  delight, 
And  all  the  tears  Mondego's  daughters  shed, 
Flow  to  the  far  off  Lethe  of  the  dead  ; 
And  lo,  the  vanished  women  of  the  race 
Bloom  in  the  sudden  roses  of  her  face, 
And  in  a  thousand  tongues  dead  Eves  proclaim 
That  she  who  fords  the  river  of  her  shame, 
Surrenders  the  last  standard  of  her  pride 
To  him  who  watches  by  the  water's  side. 
But  hark  !    A  sound  upon  the  waking  stair 
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A   STUDENT'S   NIGHT 

Comes  like  a  thought's  profanity  in  prayer,- 

And  stranger  pilgrims  at  the  shrine  alight 

Putting  her  coifed  fantasies  to  flight : 

And  then  a  voice  that  bids  the  dreamer  rise 

And  wan  Eves  seek  a  ghostly  Paradise  : 

"  Open,  'tis  I,  Teixeira,  I  have  come 

To  sing  the  old  love  ballads  of  my  home, 

And  I  will  launch  new  melodies  to  sail 

Into  those  lake-like  eyes,  and  send  a  gale 

Of  song  to  waft  them  on  their  venturous  quest 

To  rock  the  fair  twin  cradles  of  your  breast, 

And  melt  the  jealous  twilight  of  your  door, 

Open,  'tis  I,  the  sun,  O  belle  Aurore. 

My  love,  my  little  valley,  where  the  day 

Hath  never  wandered  on  his  golden  way, 

Where  the  cold  hills  in  vain  defiance  rise, 

Warding  the  azure  passion  of  the  skies, 

Where  all  sweet  flowers  shall  bloom  to  my  caress 


A   STUDENT'S   NIGHT 

That  slumbered  in  the  shackled  wilderness  : 
My  love,  my  little  valley,  where  the  bird 
With  the  flush  springtide  of  his  song  deferred 
Dreams  of  the  kisses,  burning  to  unseal 
The  fountains  of  his  throat  and  bid  them  peal 
In  silver  chime  the  song  of  clouds  and  tears, 
And  the  warm  harvesting  of  maiden  years  : 
My  love,  my  little  valley  of  the  South, 
Soft  be  the  kiss  that  wantons  with  your  mouth 
And  the  parched  heart  that  waits  the  living  wine 
Take  but  the  bouquet  of  a  draught  divine, 
The  essence  of  a  rose  whose  shy  perfume 

Reveals  a  hidden  garden  in  the  gloom." 
*  *  *  * 

A  moment's  age  of  silence  :  then  the  noise 
Of  bolts  that  wrestle  with  forbidden  joys, 
And  on  the  threshold  of  her  faith  she  stands 
Pale  with  the  great  surrender  of  her  hands. 
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A  STUDENT'S   NIGHT 

While  dusk  the  sculptor,  in  a  languorous  mood 
Softens  the  outlines  of  her  maidenhood, 
And  moulds  her  lover  and  his  student's  gown 
Into  a  classic  statue  darkly  brown 
Till  they  are  melted  into  one,  for  soon 
A  student's  night,  a  night  without  the  moon 
Falls  upon  white  Coimbra,  and  the  hours 
Climb  through  the  window  laden  with  strange 
flowers. 
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IN  THE  BROWN  DUSK 


PAUSE  ere  you  come  toward  me  :  linger  there  ! 
I  do  not  know  you  in  this  masque  of  gloom: 
What  of  your  glances  ?  Bring  they  life  or  doom  ? 
Are  those  my  tears,  the  trophies  of  your  hair  ? 

Come  you  from  out  the  calm  of  nights  austere 
An  answer  to  the  vespers  of  my  day, 
Or  from  the  great  gold  mornings  far  away, 
Or  the  red  matins  of  a  stricken  year. 

Nay  !  I  might  find  you  most  divinely  cast 
All  woman  and  all  fire  ;  or  you  may  be 
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IN  THE   BROWN   DUSK 

Only  the  outline  of  my  reverie 
Some  faint  elusive  image  of  the  past: 

The  Watteau  face  of  some  idyllic  hour 
When  youth,  the  pale  adventurer  of  spring, 
Followed  his  skylark  fancies  on  the  wing 
And  robbed  the  rain- jewelled  petals  of  a  flower. 

Woman  or  child,  as  I  would  have  you  best — 
Child  on  the  threshold  of  humanity 
Drawn  into  life  by  hands  of  mystery — 
Mendicant  hands  beseeching  without  rest — 

Tread  not  within  the  circle  of  my  peace 
Lest  the  dim  apparition  of  regret 
Should  break  the  charm  upon  my  spirit  set, 
And  all  the  genii  passions  find  release. 

I  claim  no  dear  indulgence  of  your  eyes, 
No  measure  of  the  pearls  that  are  therein  •„ 
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IN   THE   BROWN   DUSK 

Should  their  calm  waters  hide  the  jaws  of  sin 
I  will  not  tempt  their  perils  to  the  wise. 

Only  to  rock  my  soul  a  little  while 
In  the  strange  comfort  of  their  starry  haze; 
Only  to  wonder  on  new  worlds  and  gaze 
Under  the  friendless  night  and  meet  their  smile. 

Grant  me  to  linger  at  the  dim  parterres 
Round  temples  watched  by  Dian,  where  repose 
The  shy  dark  ardours  that  Endymion  knows, 
And  be  the  sculptured  partner  of  her  cares. 

My  heart  shall  beat  in  marble.     Yet  I  deem 
One  who  has  taken  refuge  in  the  stone 
Some  wild  child  note  of  innocence  might  own 
To  tempt  him  from  his  pedestal  of  dream. 
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IN  THE  BROWN  DUSK 

ii 

SHE  found  me  in  the  dusk.     I  never  knew 
Morning  or  noon  upon  her  shadowed  face, 
But  love  returned  when  silence  fell  apace 
And  with  the  leaves  of  darkness  round  us  grew: 

Ghostlike  she  came  upon  me  unaware 
With  the  last  rainbow  hours  upon  the  wing. 
The  scent  of  fields  aglow  for  harvesting 
Lingered  about  the  autumn  of  her  hair ; 

And  silence  lit  the  watch-fires  of  her  eyes, 
Ringed  with  the  dusk  and  sombre  with  the  rain, 
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IN  THE   BROWN    DUSK 

Yet  restless  with  the  fever  of  their  pain, 
Guarding  the  cherished  moments  from  surprise. 

From  the  intense  brown  canvas  of  a  dream 
The  glimmer  of  her  draperies  arose — 
Faint  waves  of  marble  seeking  to  enclose 
A  naiad  of  the  moon's  elusive  stream  ; 

And  through  the  unquiet   calm,  where  passions 

set 

Their  sails  to  catch  the  pinions  of  a  breeze, 
Dumb  chords  awoke  and  siren  memories 
Chanted  around  the  keel  "  not  yet,  not  yet !  " 

Or  in  the  cathedrals  of  dim  fantasy, 
Vast  looming  from  the  Gothic  hand  of  night, 
Strange  evil  pilgrims  took  their  sullen  flight — 
The  unembodied  things  that  dare  not  be. 
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IN   THE   BROWN   DUSK 

And  link  by  link  the  chain  of  our  desire 
Bridged  all  the  smouldering  gloom  that  held  us 

fast, 

Till  o'er  the  ruins  of  the  world  we  passed 
Into  a  thought's  eternity  of  fire; 

Where  all  the  dreams,  the  colour,  and  the  days 
That  weave  the  fear-blown  curtains  of  the  soul 
Are  but  the  flotsam  of  red  seas  that  roll 
Over  the  virgin  stars  their  shoreless  ways. 

Far  in  the  night  the  city  roared  and  moaned, 
A  Titan  in  his  triumph  and  defeat. 
The  sullen  drums  of  legions  in  retreat, 
And  the  black  flight  of  pallid  kings  dethroned 

Died  in  the  night,  and  passed,  and  then — the  wind 
Beat  with  her  wings  and  drove  the  mocking  rain 
To  dance  a  palsy  on  the  window  pane 
Till  Love  crept  out,  a  beggar  old  and  blind. 
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IN    THE   BROWN    DUSK 

Around  him  clung  the  tatters  of  the  years 
Dull  broideries,  the  days  that  once  were  gold. 
And  silver  moons  that  blackened  in  the  cold 
And  all  the  tawdry  spangle  of  our  tears ; 

He  walked  upon  dead  flowers  that  once  had  bloomed 
In  women's  eyes,  the  sad    and  scentless  blue 
Of  pansies  that  had  burned  the  summer  through 
And  hazel  memories  November-gloomed. 

And  dawn,  the  pale  informer  of  the  skies, 
Beheld  the  witchcraft  of  his  passing  make 
The  formless  world  a  garden  and  awake 
Dead  flowers,  dead  fancies,  dead  beloved  eyes. 
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SO  FAIR  A  DAY 

THE  wasting  trees  wave  their  consumptive  boughs, 
And  in  the  gaudy  sunshine  smile  and  nod  : 
A  late  deceitful  rose  that  wrecks  the  sod 
Joins  in  the  hectic  summer's  last  carouse. 

Under  the  groom  of  cedar-shaded  lawns 
A  giant  stranger  reaps  the  world  unseen, 
The  sickle  of  his  breath  cuts  cold  and  keen 
From  iron  nights  and  red  fantastic  dawns. 

The  scared,  belated  swallows  hurry  past, 
Like  children  who  have  stayed  too  long  for  play, 
Yet  deaf  to  reason  crown  the  frantic  day 
With  tinsel  mirth  and  joy  that  withers  fast. 
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SO  FAIR  A  DAY 

Then  at  my  window  boding  at  the  end 
An  ivied  hand  strikes  terror,  and  I  seem, 
To  hear  the  garden  sobbing  in  her  dream, 
And  vague  rain-voices  through  the  wind  descend. 


THE  CHILDREN 

WHITE  children  of  night  and  a  dream, 
In  the  death-strewn  wake  of  your  sisters, 
The  revelling  stars,  ye  are  blown  ; 
Your  life  is  a  rush  and  a  gleam 
And  a  strange  song  stirring  the  dreamer 
With  unrest  akin  to  your  own. 

When  the  heart  is  a  roving  sail 
On  a  river  of  moonlit  fantasy, 
As  the  bird  of  desire  set  free 
Lays  her  waking  wings  on  the  gale, 
Your  dark  caique  o'er  the  water 
Sweeps  derelict  past  her  to  sea. 
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THE   CHILDREN 

In  the  flash  and  gloom  of  the  guns, 

In  the  rolling  dawn  of  the  battle 

And  the  death  ride  over  the  downs, 

When  the  torrent  of  chivalry  runs, 

On  the  steel  that  shall  burst  it  asunder 

Through  the  clap  of  arms  that  it  drowns ; 

On  the  flank  of  each  squadron  flies, 
With  great  hooves  gathering  thunder, 
A  white  horse  lighting  the  line 
And  a  child  valkyre,  whose  eyes 
Are  stars  in  the  ruddy  twilight 
Of  the  lives  that  are  spilt  like  wine. 

And  oft  in  the  dim  wet  wood 
When  storms  into  silence  tremble, 
And  the  anarchy  loud  of  leaves 
Succumbs  to  a  servile  mood, 
When  the  scenes  of  the  old  romances 
Are  the  tapestries  darkness  weaves, 
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THE  CHILDREN 

Pale  on  the  violet  verge 

Of  trees  and  the  dusk  commingled. 

Dryad  and  child  are  one — 

One  with  the  gusts  that  emerge 

From  the  dumb  violins  of  being, 

And  roam  when  the  rains  are  gone. 


CHRYSANTHEMUMS 

Now  when  the  twilight  of  the  seasons  comes 
And  all  the  glimmering  days  are  wreathed  in 

mist, 

O'er  the  deep  gloom  of  valleys  amethyst 
Are  starred  the  red  and  gold  chrysanthemums. 

And  delicate  fingers  through  the  darkness  creep, 
Tracing  upon  the  sable  sands  their  runes 
Of  shadows  in  the  pageant  of  old  moons 
Lost  in  the  languid  forests  of  our  sleep. 

Or  else  we  are  as  clouds  that  hurry  by 
Afraid  to  loiter  to  their  beckoning, 
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CHRYSANTHEMUMS 

Lest  in  their  peace  the  storm  no  more  should 

sing, 
And  all  the  channels  of  our  tears  run  dry. 


Give  us  the  dusk,  we  need  no  afterglow 
Of  embered  red  and  the  old  tarnished  gold  : 
Ours  is  the  love  that  kindles  in  the  cold, 
Born  when  the  outcast  winds  are  great  with 
snow. 


RAIN 

RAIN  like  a  woman's  sympathy  came  down 
Upon  a  barren  world,  and  in  the  air 
Sweet  madrigals  of  flowers  and  rondeaus  rare 

Floated  across  a  twilight  deeply  brown. 

I  heard  as  in  .a  dream  the  passionate  rain 
Calling  the  many  coloured  hours  to  birth, 
Yet  there  were  dying  violets  on  the  earth — 

Flowers  of  the  heart  that  opened  not  again: 
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ALTERNATIVES 

TELL  me,  dear, 
What  is  best,— 
Love  that  hides 
Unconfessed, 
Mocking  all 
Their  curious  eyes, 
Challenging 
The  world  with  lies, 
Mapping  out 
Day  by  day 
Secret  tryst 
And  furtive  way, 
Love  the  dark, 
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ALTERNATIVES 

The  fugitive, 
Hugging  what 
He  dare  not  give — 
All  the  gems 
That  queens  desire, 
Thoughts  of  pearl 
And  opal  fire, 
Distant  dreams 
Of  turquoise  blue, 
Emerald  silence 
For  the  few, 
And  the  stars 
Of  our  delight 
Silver  tears 
Wept  out  of  sight  ? 
Tell  me>  dear, 
What  is  best, — 
Love  that  sets 
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ALTERNATIVES 

Lance  at  rest, 
Love  unvizored 
Giving  grace 
From  the  sunshine 
Of  his  face, 
Scorning  sword 
And  mail  of  lies 
Save  the  laughter 
Of  his  eyes, 
Laughing  eyes 
That  play  their  part, 
Hide  the  dagger 
In  his  heart  ? 


DECAY  THE  BEAUTIFUL 

Now  having  robbed  old  winter  of  a  frown. 
Added  an  hour  to  all  her  victories ; 
And  drained  again  the  vintage  of  the  skies, 

Wan  summer  plucks  the  emeralds  from  her 
crown, 

Then  ere  the  hooded  night  sweeps  darkly  down 
Leaf  after  leaf  grows  beautiful  and  dies, 
And  in  the  shearing  of  the  wind  there  sighs 

One  great  wild  hail  of  yellow  leaves  and  brown; 

All  light,  all  warmth,  all  ecstasy  they  knew, 
Whose  pale  perfection  stars  the  waters  deep, 
Who  in  their  death  grew  beautiful  to  sleep 

Under  the  restful  waters  mirroring  blue, 
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DECAY   THE   BEAUTIFUL 

The    sky    they    loved,    the    world    they  rustled 

through, 

Mocking   the  empty  boughs    that    o'er    them 
weep. 
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A  BEACON  OF  SONG 

I  HAVE  plundered  the  tree  of  my  heart  in  the 
moonlight 

And  the  dead  come  whispering  down, 
On  the  great  cold  heart  of  their  silent  mother 

Dead  leaves  lie  yellow  and  brown. 

But  the  moon  of  her  tender  magic  has  granted 

A  silver  death  to  the  spoil; 
And  earth  to  her  vagabond  fancies  has  rendered 

Some  lingering  scent  of  the  soil. 

And  one  who  returns  to  the  dreams  that  alighted 

On  childhood's  mystical  bloom, 
Has  fired  these  leaves  of  his  lonely  heart  to  beacon 

His  child  love  out  of  the  gloom. 
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SA  BEAUTE 

POUR  MON  AMI,  EUGENIC  DE  CASTRO 

THE  grave  and  mystic  twilight  of  her  soul 
Hath  shrines  and  shadows  waiting  to  reveal 
Their  hallowed  presences,  where  love  may  kneel 

And  the  dark  balm  of  their  desired  control. 

A  virgin  forest  full  of  wonderment 

And  silver  fancies,  stringed  melodiously 
With  gossamer  desires,  a  threnody 

Dimly  recalled  from  tombs  of  discontent; 

When  all  too  garish  fell  the  light  of  day, 
And  there  were  no  shy  havens  where  unseen 
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A  poet's  heart  might  wander  in  the  green 
Of  the  deep  trees  and  sing  and  soar  away  ; 

Her  beauty  grave  and  mystic  hath  the  power 
Through  the  cool  rains  of  twilight  to  redeem 
This  little  dust,  this  pollen  of  a  dream, 

The  song  that  strews  the  passing  of  an  hour. 
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HIS  LAST  BOOK 

(ERNEST  DOWSON) 

INTO  this  little  vase 
Roses  and  apple  blossoms  lightly  fell, 
Yet  from  their  faint  pot-pourri  who  can  tell 

How  rare  the  twilight  was  ? 

Only  these  last  were  shed 
When  the  chill  winds  had  blown  across  the  gold 
Of  his  nepenthe  noon,  ere,  grey  and  cold, 

The  pitying  skies  lay  dead; 

Sonnet  and  villanelle, 
And  one  green  altar  to  an  unknown  child 
Violet-starred  by  hands  soon  reconciled 

To  grope  in  asphodel ; 
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HIS   LAST   BOOK 

And  now  forgetfulness 
Falls  as  the  anointing  rain  over  a  tired 
Twilight,  and  silence  brings  the  last  desired, 

The  most  desired  caress; 
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A  QUEEN  OF  MEN 

BLONDE  daughter  of  Varangians:    The  runes 
Of  nameless  scalds,  still  eloquent,  proclaim 
A  silent  fealty  to  her  whose  name, 
Fair  as  the  wind  across  her  native  dunesy 
Through  shadeless  summers  and  Byzantine  noons 
Of  languorous  decline  and  alien  shame, 
Fell  on  the  ears  of  slaves  content  to  game 
Their  freedom  for  the  gold  of  Southern  moons; 
They  fled  the  lash  of  those  contemptuous  eyes 
Shuddering,  and  were  men,  and  met  the  sword: 
She  made  them  all  her  lovers  on  the  sward 
Red — trampled  with  their  tyrants'  agonies. 
As,  one  by  one,  the  victor  sought  the  prize 
She     laid    her    in     his    arms    and    called    him 
"  Lord." 
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THROUGH  THE  LONG  NIGHT 

WHAT   though  the   spring   were   frozen     at   the 

core, 

What  though  the  mango-bird  enchant  no  more, 
Though  all  the  dreamers  of  the  dawn  were  mute, 
My  soul  shall  be  thy  lute. 

What  though  the  forest  of  the  night  shall  hide 
The  star-dust  wings,  the  wings  that  wander  wide 
My  lantern  heart  shall  burn  from  tree  to  tree 
Till  thou  return  to  me. 

What  though  a  thousand  tides  of  time  may  pass* 
And  thou  shalt  sleep  beneath  the  mountain  grass, 
My  songs,  the  larkspurs  of  our  love,  shall  wave 
Around  thy  cloud-kissed  grave. 
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UNDER  THE  DAISIES 

THE  sun  rains  golden  buttercups, 
And  meadows  laugh  and  shine  : 

The  pale  moon  scatters  daisies 
Upon  this  heart  of  mine. 

We  build  no  marble  cenotaph 
When  arrows  find  love's  breast, 

But  daisies  hide  her  story, 
And  in  some  heart  is  rest. 
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A  THOUGHT  OF  SPRING 

AH  !  joyous  birds, 
From  English  elms  ye  sing 

Your  tale  of  love, 
That  lit  the  feet  of  spring, 
And  bid  the  roses  flame 
When  first  they  heard  her  name; 

Now  far  away 
My  golden  spring  hath  flown, 

And  love's  a  rose 
Whose  wand'ring  flakes  are  blown, 
Till  o'er  my  dearest  dead 
Wan  summer  bows  her  head. 
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NIGHT  AND  MORNING 

I  DREAD  the  long  black  writhing  hour  of  fears 
That  I  must  face  at  midnight  and  aloney 
When  reason  sits  uneasy  on  her  throne 

And  madness  through  the  broken  arras  blears,; 

Or  leads  the  motley  rabble  of  her  peers,; 
The  sovereign  follies,  that  I  crowned  my  own 
When  the  skull  pipes,  and  loudly  drums  the 
bone 

The  beat  of  years,  the  hollow  beat  of  years: 

A  strong  clean  human  light  wipes  out  the  stars  ; 

And  from  a  hurried  dream  I  start  and  see 
Young  dawn  grown  virginal  behind  the  bars 

Of  eastern  myth  and  Greek  imagery ; 
Then  day,  the  gallant,  rides  where ^dawn  begins 
To  fret  among  the  woodland  violins. 
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IN  LISBON 

WHIRLING  upon  a  night  of  dark  canals 
The  stars  glide  o'er  the  deep  white  streets,  and 

oh! 
The  splash  of  music  and  the  ripple  low 

Of  far  faint  voices  when  the  cadence  falls. 

Alone,  alone  I  wander  in  the  gloom 
Of  muffled  corners  whence  pale  fancies  peer, 
And  round  my  feet  are  coiled  the  nets  of  fear, 

And  every  stone  would  save  me  from  my  doom: 

And  yet,  and  yet  my  heart,  a  flotsam  star, 
Surges  towards  the  ocean  of  your  eyes. 
O  !    I  would  wander  out  of  paradise 

To  see  the  shutters  of  your  room  unbar. 
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IN  THE  FOREST 

i 
IN  the  forest  of  my  dream, 

A  vagrant  memory  stirs 
The  dead  leaves  from  the  mound 

That  hides  my  heart  and  hers. 

There  lie  the  jewelled  hours 
Amid  the  dust  of  years, 

And  there  the  opals  shine 
That  once  I  called  her  tears. 

There  are  noons  of  turquoise  blue 
And  twilight's  amethyst, 

And  the  moonstone  night  of  love, 
In  a  bridal  veil  of  mist. 
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IN  THE   FOREST 

And  all  my  treasure  sleeps 

Beneath  this  mound  of  grass 
Where  the  ghosts  that  were  she  and  I 

Are  the  only  forms  that  pass. 

ii 
O  rose-soul  of  my  spring 

With  the  eyes  of  autumn  brown, 
When  the  wounded  day  takes  wing 

And  the  conquering  night  comes  down; 

When  the  starry  queens  of  space 
Have  crowned  a  queen  more  fair, 

When  the  sun  that  has  left  her  face 
Still  lingers  in  her  hair; 

Till  life  glides  out  in  the  mist,- 
And  death  steers  down  the  stream, 

You  will  find  me  at  the  tryst 
In  the  forest  of  my  dream: 
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FROM  THE  CHINESE 

THE  grey  and  purple  shadows  of  the  dusk 
Pass  to  and  fro  upon  their  soundless  wings, 
And  the  fans  of  night  blow  rare  soft  winnow- 
ings 

From  the  moon-laden  terraces  of  musk. 

Love,  with  the  golden  lilies  of  her  feet 
Swaying  beneath  the  lilies  of  the  sky, 
Lips  of  the  jasmin  bud,  love  passes  by 

Nor  hears  my  heart  beside  the  wu  t'ung  beat. 

The  little  mounds  of  death  around  me  loom, 
There  sleep  her  conquering  legions  overthrown. 
Only  the  pallid  singer  stands  alone, 

And_would  be  dust  desired  beyond  the  tomb. 
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A  LITTLE  CHANT  OF  DEATH 

A  WEIRD  little  chant  on  the  boughs 
Of  the  lone  wind-ravished  tree, 

From  a  little  dark  flock  of  pilgrims, 
Comes  floating,  floating  to  me. 

I  have  heard  this  strange  small  song 
In  the  winds  of  the  wandering  years, 

When  a  childish  hunter  I  traversed 
The  pale  moth-haunted  spheres. 

And  often  across  my  dreams, 
I  have  seen  the  crescent  flight, 

Of  this  weird  little  flock  of  phantoms, 
As  a  sickle  sweeping  night. 
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A   LITTLE   CHANT  OF   DEATH 

Oh  !    What  is  this  thing  they  chant 

Of  a  drear  and  terrible  day, 
When  the  heart  lies  bare  to  winter 

And  the  red  young  blood  runs  grey  ? 

Oh!  They  sing  of  a  gentle  hand, 
To  the  low  wind's  cradle  tune, 

That  gathers  the  ruined  roses 
In  the  garish  autumn  noon. 

Of  one  who  will  seal  the  song 

On  the  poet's  frozen  lips, 
As  a  moon  he  shall  pass  in  the  shadow 

Of  her  tender  and  dark  eclipse. 

In  her  eyes  shall  arise  the  stars 

Of  the  nights  that  have  loved  him  best, 
And  dreaming  of  old  encounters 

His  fighting  soul  shall  rest. 
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THE  givers  of  serenades 
Lisp  their  passionless  vows 

To  the  listening  maids 
Under  murmuring  boughs. 

Amintas  is  there, 
And  ageless  Clitander 

And  Damis  who  many  a  rare 
Sweet  litany  doth  render. 

Silk  hose  and  the  shine 
Of  long  dresses  a  queue, 

Their  elegance  fine, 
And  their  soft  shadows  blue 
no 


MANDOLINE 

Whirl  in  the  swoon 

Of  a  moon  rose  and  grey, 
And  the  mandoline's  croon 

In  the  breeze  throbs  away. 
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ARIETTES  OUBLI&ES 
FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  PAUL  VERLAINE 

THERE  are  tears  in  my  heart, 
And  the  rain's  on  the  town ; 
What  languors  come  down, 

On  the  dusk  of  my  heart  ? 

Oh  !    Fall  of  the  rain 

On  the  ground  and  the  tiles  ! 

For  a  heart  without  smiles, 
Oh  !    The  song  of  the  rain. 

It  weeps  without  cause 
On  this  heart  in  decline, 
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ARIETTES  OUBLIEES 
Oh  !    The  treason  malign 
Of  a  doom  without  cause  ! 

And  the  pain  of  my  life 

Is  ne'er  to  know  why 
Without  love,  without  strife, 

The  voice  of  my  heart  is  a  cry. 
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THE   ENGLISH   CEMETERY   IN   LISBON 

DIM  world  of  stone  and  cypress  in  the  haze 
Of  things  remembered  as  a  dream,  I  see 
Your  purple  dust  beneath  the  Judas-tree, 

And  red  geraniums  lighting  the  dark  ways 

Where  in  the  long  sweet  autumn  of  their  days 
The  dead  lie  waiting  for  the  spring  to  be, 
And  earth's  green  riot  in  her  victory, 

And  graven  hopes  grown  faint  from  God's  delays. 

Here  in  a  wilder  mood  of  wind  and  rain, 
With  kisses  for  the  cold  wet  lips  of  spring, 
And  all  the  old  unrest  engendering 
Vague  April  fancies  in  the  furrowed  brain, 
Glad  as  your  vine-staired  hills  when  night  doth 

wane, 

Life  flashes  the  strange  sunlight  of  his  wing. 
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AFTER  THE  DELUGE 
FROM  THE  PORTUGUESE  OF  EUGENIO  DE  CASTRO 

AT  last  the  earth  arose.     The  hot  red  sun 
Sprang  to  her  swiftly,  as  a  lover  might 
Who  from  the  pallid  winding  sheet  beholds 
His  gentle  maid,  his  flower  of  innocence, 
Rise  with  the  happy  dawn  of  life  returned 
Into  the  dark  worlds  of  her  eyes.     The  earth, 
Desiring  only  to  be  all  desired, 
Hurriedly  robed  her  loveliness  ;    and  first 
She  girded  on  the  ever-rustling  silk 
Of  the  green  fields  :  the  forest  of  her  hair 
She  set  with  sapphire  lakes  of  deepest  blue 
A  dream  :   upon  her  throat  the  crystal  streams, 
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AFTER  THE   DELUGE 

Glad  in  the  bondage  of  their  diamond  chains, 

Virginal,  dimpled  with  each  new  delight, 

Lit,     without     cease,     her    waking     smiles     the 

flowers, 

And  in  their  thousands,  soaring,  singing,  swift, 
Mounted  the  birds,  her  kisses,  to  the  sun. 
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IN  THE  FOREST  OF  BUSSACO 

THE   SUN 

I  HAVE  come  from  Spain  to  bind  you 

In  golden  chains  of  light, 
For  the  guardian  stars  have  vanished 

And  the  old  duenna  night ; 
And  over  the  woodland  turrets, 

Up  the  silver  stairs  of  song, 
I  have  heard  your  whispered  challenge 

From  the  throats  of  a  wild  sweet  throng  ; 

So  I  leapt  from  the  dark  star-mountain,1 
And  flashed  on  the  waking  plains, 

Where  the  patient  valleys  gather 
The  wealth  of  a  thousand  rains  ; 

1  Serra  da  Estrella. 
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IN  THE   FOREST  OF  BUSSACO 

My  breath  is  sweet  from  the  vineyards 
That  have  yielded  to  my  embrace, 

And  the  lips  of  the  blue  Mondego 
In  a  mist  have  met  my  face. 

0  sap  of  the  lordly  cedars, 

O,  leaves  no  light  hath  seen, 

1  am  here  to  set  you  pulsing ; 
Behold  !   I  will  smite  you  green. 

In  the  heart  of  your  rebel  fountains 

My  golden  spears  shall  glance, 
Till  the  lovesick  forest  surrenders 

And  her  flowers  are  all  born  in  a  trance. 

THE    FOREST 

You  may  smite  my  cedar  barons, 
You  may  harry  my  soldier  pines,: 

But  I'll  have  none  of  your  kisses 

And  the  breath  of  your  Spanish  wines; 
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IN  THE   FOREST  OF   BUSSACO 

For  my  breasts  are  towers  of  defiance, 
O  lover  of  shameless  streams  : 

In  the  convent  walls  of  silence 
Are  the  white  nuns  of  my  dreams. 

When  the  dark  gives  up  her  jewels 

To  light  at  the  gates  of  morn, 
In  an  hour  of  sweet  confusion 

My  fairest  flowers  are  born. 
In  the  velvet  night  engendered 

The  violet  awakes, 
And  the  spring  of  my  heart  discovered 

Her  primrose  mantle  takes. 

But  the  rune  of  my  fountains  holds  me 
In  the  rustling  shades  of  fear, 

"  Laugh  and  be  young  for  ever ! 
Love  and  be  old  and  sere  !  " 
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IN   THE   FOREST  OF  BUSSACO 

Then  come  through  my  leaves  and  take  me 

In  a  river  of  molten  fire, 
And  your  broken  streams  shall  vanish 

As  a  barren  and  pale  desire. 


At  noon  a  truce  to  the  battle, 

And  the  fountains  all  were  still, 
And  a  king  in  golden  armour 

Strode  over  a  conquered  hill. 
But  he  gave  to  the  Western  twilight 

The  hilt  of  his  crimson  sword, 
And,  true  to  a  faithless  monarch, 

The  sea  took  back  her  Lord. 
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THE  CRUSADER 

THE  dark  kings  of  the  wind 

In  the  forest  of  her  hair 

Have  left  their  tributes  rare 
From  attars  out  of  Ind. 

And  faint  brown  autumns  gleam 
Through  the  shadows  of  her  eyes, 
Where  the  dead  past  still  lies 

In  the  deep  wells  of  a  dream. 

Her  hands  have  drawn  a  chord 

From  the  bruised  and  life-worn  strings, 
Yet  into  life  she  flings 

The  challenge  of  the  sword. 
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THE   CRUSADER 

And  a  hundred  pennons  flash 
In  the  arming  dusk  that  calls 
Pale  folk  behind  their  walls 

And  slaves  that  fled  the  lash. 

ii 

Through  the  moonless  night  I  ride 
Upon  this  last  Crusade, 
Against  the  world  arrayed 

With  the  fool  in  his  shirt  of  pride 

The  mad  knight-errant  still, 
Who  pricks  his  doubting  steed 
In  search  of  a  broken  reed 

And  the  cross  that  hung  on  a  hill  : 

Red  nomads  rending  the  mist 
Where  a  nation's  carcase  lies, 
And  I  for  a  lady's  eyes 

My  heart's  evengelists. 
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FROM  AN  ORIEL  WINDOW 

WHO  is  it  comes  with  twilight  in  his  eyes 

Groping  along  the  gusty  avenue, 

Like  some  bent  shadow  of  the  wandering  Jew 

The  fear-worn  quarry  of  great  destinies, 

An  echo  from  the  shell  of  centuries 

Moving  the  crumbled  lips  of  pain  anew, 

Whom  the  black  clamorous  boughs  call  and  pursue 

The  blind  dumb  thing  that  answers  not  their  cries  ? 

A  sword,  a  sword  has  fallen  like  a  star 
Shearing  the  branches  in  its  scarlet  fall, 
And  through  the  night  the  lamentable  call 
Of  those  that  watch  the  dead  on  turrets  far 
Startles  the  moon-blanched  banners  from  the  wall 
And  door  to  door  repeats  the  blast  of  war. 
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MOMENTS 

WHERE  is  the  night  that  gathers 
Her  dreams  from  every  tree, 

From  flower  and  dew  and  moonlight 
That  brings  no  dreams  of  thee  ? 

There  are  no  dawns  so  callous 

In  robes  of  soulless  grey 
But  have  some  tears  for  autumn 

And  the  lost  eyes  of  May. 

And  beyond  the  gloomy  portals 

Of  a  poet's  brief  career, 
On  the  brows  of  his  night  shall  triumph 

The  star  that  was  once  a  tear. 
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MOMENTS 

His  silent  resurrection 

No  trump  of  fame  shall  peal, 
But  a  child  of  light  and  beauty 

To  his  mother  love  shall  kneel. 

There  are  moods  whose  spell  we  render 

With  an  infinite  regret, 
When  we  know  the  vanished  moments 

Are  shining  for  us  yet; 

When  out  of  their  dust  and  slumber 

White  memories  arise, 
And  life  seems  only  a  desert 

On  the  fringe  of  Paradise; 

When  hope  stands  out  all  blossom 

In  a  garden  of  despair ; 
When  the  snows  of  my  heart  have  melted; 

When  you  and  the  spring  are  there. 
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THE  WANDERER 

YOUNG  stars  have  kissed  the  waters  of  Alun 
The  almond-trees  of  night  around  the  moon 
Throw  silver  blossoms  to  a  wind  that  sings 
Of  love  and  death  the  dream-begotten  kings, 
And  from  the  moon-worn  valleys  far  away 
Beneath  the  guardian  mountains  of  Cathay, 
Sad  voices  plead  with  silence  to  restore 
My  wanderer,  my  bird,  the  wings  that  soar 
Over  the  treeless  plains  of  Tartary 
Beyond  the  gates  of  Saduz  to  the  sea. 
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IN  THE  LONG  QUEST 

A  LITTLE  early  and  a  little  late  / 
Alas  !  too  late  to  find  thee  who  art  flown 
Into  the  forests  of  the  night  alone 
And  now  perchance  afar  dost  radiate. 

Too  late  for  love  !     O  thou  wast  like  a  rose 
That  thrust  between  the  barriers  of  the  tomb 
The  passion  of  her  unacknowledged  bloom 
And  craved  for  summer  from  a  world  of  snows: 

Too  late,  ah  then  upon  the  cold  stone  bled 
The  dying  petals  one  by  one  and  made 
A  sunset  on  the  marble,  and  inlaid 
The  moss-grown  epitaph  with  words  unsaid. 
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IN   THE   LONG   QUEST 

Too  early  !     Oh,  the  hour  is  yet  at  hand 
When  I  shall  see  the  night  as  day,  and  wend 
As  swallow  after  swallow  to  the  end 
Of  the  long  quest  of  the  love-haunted  land. 
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AS  IN  A  TRANCE 

I  CARE  no  more  for  all  this  garish  day, 
The  pomp  of  August  with  his  fields  of  gold, 
Nor  though  a  thousand  sunsets  should  unfold 
Their  virgin  spoil  of  islands  far  away, 
Barbaric  sunsets  o'er  the  Himalay 
And  all  the  tender  thoughts  in  darkness  scrolled ; 
Paler  than  death  by  ruined  temples  old 
The  muffled  hours  are  lost  in  shadows  grey. 

Give  me  the  penance  of  an  autumn  gloom, 
And  hot  September  rains  to  sear  desire, 
And  winds  to  shake  the  portals  of  that  tomb 
Where  lies  the  idyll  of  a  broken  lyre ; 
Then  haply  through  the  cloisters  of  my  pain 
The  blind  shall  see  the  dead  arise  again. 
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HER  CHILDREN 

ONLY  you  know 
Between  the  dusk  and  dawn  what  thoughts  were 

sown, 
And  by  what  streams  these  poppies  white  were 

blown, 
Only  you  know. 

Oh  grave  sad '  eyes  ! 
Stars  that  beheld  the  genesis  of  song, 
Dim  daughters  of  the  enchanted  night  among 

The  opiate  skies — 

These  are  your  flowers, 
Engendered  by  your  pity  and  the  grace 
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HER   CHILDREN 

Of  the  cool  dark  earth  that  was  their  resting  place 
The  dream -de  wed  hours. 

O  far  away 

Faint  sentinel  of  one  white  legion  lost 
In  the  false  dawn  that  hides  the  lurking  host 

The  hands  that  slay ; 

If  it  is  just 

That  I  should  haunt  the  nameless  house  of  death, 
Behold  these  are  your  children  and  love's  breath 

In  their  pale  dust ; 

For  you  alone 

Can  steal  across  the  sundering  worlds  and  be 
The  angel  of  my  heart's  Gethsemane, 

Ah  !  You  alone. 
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Opinions  of  the  Press 

Pall  Mall  Gazette.—"  Mr.  L.  Cranmer-Byng's  '  Voices  in  the  Twilight ' 
is  quite  as  melodious  a  collection  as  you  may  meet  with  in  a  summer's  day." 

Sun.— "  Mr.  Cranmer-Byng  in  '  Voices  of  the  Twilight '  is  paganish  and 
modern.  A  good  deal  of  fancy  and  vehemence,  of  colour,  of  agitation,  of 
strong  yet  unsettled  thought  has  gone  to  the  making  of  the  book." 

Public  Opinion. — "Some  time  ago  when  we  reviewed  the  first  published 
book  of  poems  by  this  delicately-poised  portrayer  of  moods  and  fancies  we 
said  that  Mr.  Cranmer-Byng  was  no  minor  poet  but  a  very  original  singer 
with  a  literary  future  before  him.  His  new  work  .  .  .  amply  fulfils  this 
opinion." 

African  Critic. — "Charming  and  tender,  as  varied  in  moods  as  in 
metre,  is  Mr.  L.  Cranmer-Byng's  latest  book  of  verses." 

Literary  Guide. — "  It  is  utterly  impossible,  in  the  space  of  a  fugitive 
critique,  to  render  unto  this  aspirant  what  is  due  to  him.  .  .  .  Hebraism  is 
nearly  dead — the  Hellenic  spirit  has  its  disciple  and  singer  in  the  strange, 
fascinating,  gifted,  and  versatile  personality  of  the  author  of  'Voices  in 
the  Twilight."  His  future  is  all  his  own;  its  incuriosity  or  applause  not 
uncontrollable  if  to  himself  he  be  but  true." 

Bookseller. — "  His  renderings  from  the  Portuguese  are,  perhaps,  the  most 
striking  feature  of  his  book." 

Manchester  Courier. — "  Some  of  the  verses  are  of  exquisite  beauty." 

Birmingham  Daily  Gazette.- — "  In  '  Voices  in  the  Twilight '  Mr. 
Cranmer-Byng  removes  himself  farther  from  the  band  of  minor  poets  with 
whom  he  is  apt  to  be  associated.  Many  of  the  poems  have  considerable 
strength  and  beauty." 

Perthshire  Advertiser. — "The  present  volume  goes  to  confirm  the 
opinion  we  have  formed  as  to  the  quality  of  his  verse." 

Birmingham  Daily  Express. — "There  is  melody  in  these  'Voices'  and 
a  note  of  intellectual  distinction." 

Bristol  Mercuxy. — "  This  little  volume  contains  many  poems  of  consider- 
able merit." 

Glasgow  Herald. — "  It  contains  much  good  and  beautiful  verse." 

Liverpool  Daily  Mercury.— "  There  is  a  great  deal  of  real  and  true 
poetry  in  these  'Voices'  .  .  .  the  thoughts  are  such  as  appeal  strongly  to 
the  imagination  and  the  heart." 

Liverpool  Daily  Post. — "  There  are  some  excellent  snatches  of  poetry  in 
'  Voices  in  the  Twilight.'  " 
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